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The mofi lamentable Tragedk 

Noir afore God, this reuercnd holy Frier, 

Allour whole Citie is much bound to him. 

In. Nurfe, will you go with me into my Clofct, 

To hclpc me fort fuch needfull ornaments. 

As you thinke fit to furnifh me to morrow.? 

(JUo, Mo not till Thurfday, there is timeinough. 

Fa, Go Nurfe, go with hcr,weele to Church to morrow. 

Exeunt. 

Mo. We (hall be fhort in our prouifion, 

Ti$ now' neare night. 

Fa. Tufh,I will ftirre about, 

And all things ihall be well, I warrant thee wife: 

Gothou to Juliet , helpe todccke vp her, 
lie not to bed to night,let me alone: 

He play the huswife for this once, what ho? 

They are all forth, well I will vvalke ray felfe 

T o Countie Paris, to prepare vp him 

Againft to morrow, my heart is wondrous light, " 

Since this fame wayward Gyrle is fo reclaymd. 

Exit. 

Enter Juliet and Nurfe. 

Iu. I thofe attires are beft,but gentle Nurfe 
I pray thee ieaue me to my felfe to night: 

Fori haue need of many oryfons. 

To mouethe heauens to fmilc vpon my ftate, 

Which well thou knowcft.is croflcandfull of fin, 

Enter (Mother. 

Mo. What areyoubufie ho?necd you my helpe? 

In. No Madamwve haue culd fuch neceffaries 
As are behoofefull for our ftate to morrow: 

So plcafeyoudet me now be left alone, 

And let the Nurfe this night fit vp with you. 

For I am fare you haue your hands full all. 

In this fo fadden bufineffe. 
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(JUo. Goodnight 
o 


Get thee to bed and reft ,for thou haft need. 


Exeunt. 

Ih . Farewell; 


of Borneo and luliet. 

Jn Farewell, God kn owes when we fhab mcetc agatne, 
I haue a faint cold fcatc thrills through my veines, 

That almotf freezes vp the heate of life: 

He call them backe againe to comfort me. 

Nurfe , what fhou'd ihe do here ? 

jyiy difinall iceane I needs mull alone. 

Come Violl.what if this mixture do not workc at all? 
Shall 1 be married then to morrow morning? 

No, no, this fiiall forbid it, lie thou there. 

What if it be a poy fan which the Frier 
Subtilly hath miniftred to haue me dead, 

Heaft in this marriage he fhould be difhonourd, 

Becaufe he married me before to %omeo ? • 

I feare it is, and yet roe thinks it fhould not, 

For he hath ftillbcnc tried a holy man. 

How if when 1 am laid into the T ombe, 

I wake before the time that Romeo 
Com: to redeeme me,theres a fearful! poynt: 

Shall I not then be ftiffled in the V ault? 

To whofefoule mouth no hcalthlbme ayre breaths in. 
And there die rtrangled ere my Romeo conics. 

Or if I Iiuc,is it not very like. 

The horrible conceit of death and night, 

Togithev with the terror of the place. 

As in a V au!tc,an auncient receptacle. 

Where for this many hundred yeares the bones 
Of all my buried aunceftors arepackt, 

Where bloudie Tybalt yet but greenc ia earth, 
lacs feftring in his fhroude,whete as they fay, 

At fame houres in the night, fpu its refort: 

Alack, alack, is it not like that I 

So early waking, what with loathfome fmcis. 

And flitikes like mandrakes torne out of the earth, 

That liuing mortalls hearing them run mad: 

Oif I walkc,fhall I not be diftraugbt, 

Inuironed with all thefe hidious feares, 

And madly play with my forefathers ioynts? 
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